So   A LEAF FROM A CORSICAN NOTE-BOOK
village looked gay and pleasant in the brightness The village, which stands about a hundred feet above the railway line and the main road, is reached by a winding path of stone, walled-in on either side^ and so narrow that a donkey laden with faggots is quite sufficient to obstruct all progress Go right through the village, past the white-washed church, and strike tians-versely across the oaks and chestnuts towards the little white mortuary chapel of the Mancmi family on the brow. Then, by a broad and broken path, over rough slabs of granite and under the grateful shadow of an ilex avenue, you will eventually reach the hamlet of Cazarac Here a certain traveller met a very old lady, full of intelligence and curiosity, and giaced with all the gentle and courteous manner of a mountain race. She took him into her cottage, fetched him a bottle of light red wine, and then, after half an hour of hospitable intercourse, conducted him to the fountain at which Lieutenant Bonaparte is recorded to have drunk upon the occasion of his famous flight from Bocognano At Tavera he had been received by the ruling Mancmi, probably on the site of the grand new house which is now die principal glory of the neighbourhood. Then he struck up the hill and plunged into the maccfaa, following a little path some half-way up the mountain-side, which my elderly friend showed me. At what hour of day the fugitives reached Cazarac I could not ascertain, but that the Mandni gave the Lieutenant a cup of milk and that the fugitives pressed on rapidly down the valley is vouchsafed on the testimony of Laurent Campana, the most credible of all the eighty witnesses in the great judicial inquiry of 1855. In any case Lieutenant Bonaparte took to the maccfaa, and to those who so proceed it is vouchsafed to enjoy a fragrance of aromatic herbs so sweet and powerful in the keen mountain air that, having once experienced this pleasure, they must needs hope ever afterwards to be able to recall it
We did not follow the fugitives in this part of their retreat, but, since fame pressed, took the shortest possible route, which is that of the railway, from Tavera to Ucciani Here, too, the village is perched on a little spur of the great hills about a kilometre above the railway line We ordered coffee at the